wearers. 

I started wearing diapers when I 
was nine years old. My parents 
had been divorced about six 
months and I had started wetting 
the bed. My mom came home from 
the store, one day, and she had 
purchased some diapers and rub¬ 
ber pants for me. She said that I 
had to wear them as long as I was 
wetting the bed. 


I was still wetting the bed a year 
later, when I had my first sexual 
experience, at age ten. My mom 
was going out so she hired a 
babysitter. When it was time for 
bed, she came in and told me to 
get in the bathtub and get cleaned 
up for bed. I hadn’t been in the tub 
more than five minutes when in 
comes the babysitter, with a pair 
of rubber pants in her hand. She 



told me to slip them on. 

Well, there I was, standing in 
the tub with rubber pants on. She 
grabbed a wash rag and the soap 
and started washing me. She got 
me all covered with suds and then 
started rubbing my dick through 
the slick rubber pants. That was 
the first time I remember exper¬ 
iencing a hard-on. She dried me 
off and then took me in the 
bedroom and had me lie down to 
put on my diapers and rubber 
pants. 

She came back to the bed with 
my diapers and rubber pants, and 
a bottle of baby lotion, which she 
poured over my dick and balls, 
rubbing me to another erection. 
She diapered me and made me 
puli on my rubber pants. Then she 
made me go to sleep. 

I woke up from a nightmare 
about two hours later, and went to 
find my mom to tell her about it. I 
found the babysitter, instead. She 
was lying on the den floor, with all 
her clothes off except for her pan- 
ties. When I got closer, I realized 
that her panties were rubber ones 
and she had diapers on under 
them. She had her hand under her 
rubber panties and was rubbing 
herself like she had been doing to 
me. When she saw me, she asked 
what I was doing out of bed. I told 
her about my nightmare, and then 
I asked her if she wet the bed, too. 
She said she did. She then felt my 
diaper, which was already soaked. 
She said that since I was already 
up, I might as well have my diaper 
changed. 

She went back to the bedroom 
with me, clad only in her diapers 
and rubber pants. She again put 
lotion on me and started rubbing 
me, but this time she stuck her 
other hand in her diapers and 
rubbed herself while she was rub¬ 
bing me. I fell asleep with her rub¬ 


bing my erect dick. The next morn¬ 
ing, when my mom complained 
about my wet diapers, I told her 
about the babysitter wearing 
diapers, too. My mom told me that 
I must have been dreaming. 

I eventually outgrew the bedwet¬ 
ting and was no longer forced to 
wear diapers and rubber pants. 

The thought of that babysitter 
never left my mind, though, and 
about two years ago, I started 
back in wearing my rubber pants 
and diapers, and searching for a 
diaper-wearing babysitter to fulfill 
my dreams. I am a bedwetting 
nineteen-year-old, who has pro¬ 
gressed to wearing diapers and 
rubber pants all the time. Most of 
the time I am forced to jack off, 
because the girls I take out get 
grossed out at my diapers, but the 
girls who do get off on my diapers, 
fulfill my dreams and seem to en¬ 
joy changing such a big baby. 

Mr. J.R . 

New Mexico 

BABY BOBBY I 

I love to be diapered and 
babied, like all good little babies 
should. I see no reason why, just 
because I am 6’ tail and weigh 180 
lbs., this should make a dif¬ 
ference. I am attending college in 
Georgia, and I know this means I 
will have to wait until winter break 
before getting back into my 
diapers. 

I live with my aunt and three 
cousins, boys twelve and sixteen, 
and a girl my age, nineteen. When 
I first moved in with my aunt, I 
slept In the same bed as Robert 
and Vincent, my cousins. When 
we awoke In the morning, some¬ 
one had wet the bed. After we all 
denied it, my aunt put the three of 
us in diapers. I was fourteen at the 
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